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Clouston's aircraft rose to a fair height in the sunny
dome of the morning, and then headed straight at the
cable. No use hitting it at anything but high speed.
There is a racing motoring maxim that, if you must crash,
crash at top lick and then you have a sporting chance of
being thrown clear. The same applied to this test.

With the motor roaring, the aircraft hit the cable, which
thrummed like a huge banjo-string, caught the propeller,
whipped round the fuselage as might the lash of a colossal
knout, and then slid away in a rebound that carried it
through a mile of singing air.

Clouston regained control of his damaged machine, and
made an almost perfect landing.

Clearly, that cable was not heavy enough*

That is to say, not heavy enough to kill. It was heavy
enough to have savaged the aircraft as if giant jaws had
gripped and tried to crush it. It went within an ace of
being dangerous enough to behead the pilot.

On his advice, they fitted a heavy steel mesh over
the cockpit of the next machine which he used for a test.
A whipping chain can do dreadful things. Parry Thomas,
the racing motorist, was beheaded that way on Pendine
Sands.

Clouston went up for a second test.

This time he wore a special kind of crash-helmet, rather
like those used by racing motor-cyclists, but reinforced.
Also, there was the steel mesh cover. The cable could
have cut through the lot; but no doubt it gave a slight
feeling of added confidence*

Valuable data were gained from the exhaustive notes
he made of his impressions of the first trial. For that was
essential; his job was not merely to fly headlong into a
killer-cable, but to record with ice-cold precision exactly
what happened to his machine and himself, and to advise